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long while he began to breathe weakly. They carried him back
and fed him liquid through a reed pipe. After a night he regained
consciousness, but for more than a month he could not move his
arms or legs. The cuts left by the whip festered and broke and made
him a most revolting object. At last his friends could endure the
distressing sight no longer and one night they carried him out and
abandoned him by the side of the road. The passers-by all took
pity on him and many gave their left-over food to him. Thus he
was able to sustain himself until about three months later he was
able to get about with a stick. Clad in a cloth coat patched in a
hundred different places and tattered like a quail's tail, and carrying
a broken bowl in his hand, he began to tramp the streets of Changan
as a beggar.
Thus through the autumn and into the winter he crawled in
caves and dung piles to sleep at night and frequented the market
places by day. One day it snowed, but driven by hunger, Yuanho
had to go out and brave the snow. His cries were so pitiful that
none who heard him could remain unmoved. But the snow was
heavy and few houses had their outer gates open. Finally near the
east gate of the Anyi quarter, about seven or eight houses along
the north side of the wall to the quarter, he came to a gate that
was half open. It was, in fact, where Yahsien was now living but
he did not know it and began to cry out his woes in an intolerably
sad voice. When Yahsien heard it in her room, she said to her
maid, "That must be Yuanho. I recognize his voice." She hastened
out and there she saw her old lover standing at die door, so
emaciated by hunger and disfigured by sores and scabs that he
hardly seemed human. She was deeply moved and said to him,
"Are you not Yuanho?" But he was so overcome with shame and
anger that he collapsed and was, for a while, unable to speak. He
only nodded.
Yahsien rushed up to him and threw her arms around his neck.
Then, wrapping her embroidered jacket around him, she helped
him into the western chamber. There she wailed, "It is my fault
that you have come to this," and then swooned. Her mother was
by her side when she regained consciousness, "What does this